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Tell Me My Life is About to Begin 


Mike had no qualms about ditching class. Getting Tony to join him was the trick of it, he thought, slouching 
down the hall to the chem labs where Tony would be having lab review. He peered in the small window set into 


the door, spotting his target immediately. 


Tony, sleeves rolled to his elbows and eyes focused on the blackboard even as his pen flew across the page, 
taking notes in neat script. Peter, sitting beside him, was glancing up and putting the occasional word to his own 


notes, which featured a large, ornate drawing of a dragon and little else. 


So it was Peter who noticed Mike first, and who poked Tony in the ribs under the table and directed his gaze 
to the door. When Mike caught his gaze, he grinned and jerked his head back. Tony's eyes widened and his lips 
pressed into a firm line, shaking his head almost imperceptibly and jabbing at his notebook with his pen. Mike 
held a finger up to the glass, goofy smile spilling across his face as he reached for the doorknob with his 
other hand. 


"Can | help you?" the teacher asked blandly, turning from the blackboard. 


Mike glanced at his hands for a moment. "Uh," he said slowly. "Yes the uh, the headmistress needs to see 


Anthony Banks immediately, his father is on the phone." 
The teacher raised his eyebrows. “Alright then. Tony?" 


Peter pouted at Mike from his seat as Tony gathered his books. "Next time," Mike silently mouthed, giving 


Peter a wink. 


When they had stepped out into the hallway and closed the door behind them, Tony turned to Mike. "My 
father's not actually on the phone, is he?" 


"Course not," Mike snorted. "We're playing hooky.” 

Tony glowered. "That was an important review, Mike. What am | gonna do, copy Peter's notes?" 

"Well," Mike said, grabbing Tony by the arm and leading him away from the classroom door, "You can either 
take your phone call and go back in five minutes - " he pushed Tony into an alcove with a window looking out 
over the sunlit lawn. "Or you can see what | wanted to get you out of class for." He leaned down and kissed 


Tony's neck roughly, making the smaller man squirm. 


"Okay, fine," Tony said, wriggling out of Mike's grip and setting off down the hallway. "Just don't do that out in 
the open" 


"Everybody's in class, Tony,’ Mike said, taking Tony's hand. Tony didn't resist; a blush crept up from the collar 


of his shirt at Mike's firm, self-assured grip. "Don't worry so much." 


Tony harrumphed under his breath. He kept his eyes on the linoleum in front of him. "Where are you taking 


me, anyway?" 

"You'll see," Mike replied, smirking. 

Before too long it became apparent to Tony that they were headed towards the practice rooms. 

"Are you serious? You dragged me out of class to play the bloody piano?" Tony complained. During the three 
weeks since they'd begun clandestinely kissing one another in the dormitories, on the tennis courts after 
curfew, and between classes in any inconspicuous janitor's closet, Mike had made it very clear that he loved to 
hear Tony play. They had whiled away several afternoons in the practice rooms, Mike lugging his guitar over 
and trying to keep up with Tony's practiced ease in front of the keys. 


"Not today," Mike said, prodding Tony into the room with a large hand and shutting the door behind them. 


"Well then I'm sorry but | hardly see what's so - " Tony was silenced by Mike's lips, and he melted into the 
kiss, inexperienced though they both were. 


"I thought maybe," Mike began, panting a little and snaking his arms around Tony's waist, "we could try 


something new today." 
Tony's eyes widened. "Uhh," he began, his mouth suddenly dry. "What did you have in mind?" 


"Nothing too much," Mike said, smoothing Tony's hair out of his face and cupping his jaw. "I just. | want to do 
something nice for you." He paused a moment, fixing his gaze at the ceiling as he composed his thoughts. "We'll 


go really slow and you can stop me whenever you want, okay?" 


Tony bit his lip. "Okay," he said, leaning up and putting a hand on the back of Mike's neck to pull him in for a 
kiss. Mike grinned against Tony's mouth. 


"Okay," he said into the kiss, his eyes fluttering shut. "Okay," he tried to say again, but it was muffled against 
Tony's mouth and came out little more than a contoured moan. Tony took the opportunity, pulling Mike closer 
and sweeping his tongue over the taller man’s lower lip. Mike's grip around Tony tightened, and he carefully slid 


one hand from Tony's hip down to the fly of his trousers, palming over his arousal. 

Tony gasped and arched into Mike's touch. Encouraged, Mike ran the plane of his hand over the growing bulge 
in Tony's trousers. Tony bit his lip to stifle a moan, and Mike leaned down, attaching his mouth to the base of 
Tony's neck, just under his shirt collar. It would bruise, he knew, but the thought excited him more than a 
little. 

"Mike," Tony gasped, breathless. 


‘Is this alright?" Mike asked, suddenly worried. He straightened and withdrew his hands, peering into Tony's 
heavily lidded eyes. 


"No, |," Tony began. "Don't stop." 

Mike grinned and resumed his ministrations at Tony's throat, feeling him tremble under his touch. With clever 
fingers he unbuttoned Tony's pants and worked the zip down before sliding his hand inside and letting it rest 
there a moment. 

"Okay," Mike began, mumbling into Tony's neck. "Why don't you sit down" 


Tony moved to perch awkwardly on the piano bench, his trousers still undone. 


"And uh," Mike continued, coming towards him and kneeling in front of him on the floor. "Just tell me if | fuck 
up, alright?" 


Tony nodded slowly, watching through lust-clouded eyes as Mike pulled his trousers and pants partway down 
his thighs and grasped his cock in one hand. This, at least, was familiar to Mike. He used the same grip he 
preferred on himself, watching the muscles in Tony's face twitch as he lost composure, tilted his head back 


and let out a sigh of pleasure. 


Mike's other hand drifted to Tony's hip, squeezing lightly and bracing himself there. He bent his head slowly 
until his lips just rested on the tip of Tony's cock. He could taste the pearl of precum as he parted his lips and 
slowly took Tony into his mouth. 


As he adjusted to the foreign sensation, Mike began to move his head, and Tony let a small groan slip from 
between his lips, bringing the flat palm of one had to rest on the side of Mike's head, weaving his fingers 
through his silky hair. Encouraged, Mike sped up his movements, digging stiff fingers into Tony's hip as he tried 
to keep his rhythm even. 


Mercifully, Tony didn't take long. He could feel his release approaching and tugged on Mike's hair, closing his 
eyes. "Mike, I'm gonna." he began, trailing off as Mike stroked a broad thumb across the ridge of his hipbone. 
Mike diligently rode out the shivers of Tony's orgasm before releasing Tony from his mouth and licking his lips 
unsubtly. 


"Sorry about your chem review," he murmured, resting his head on Tony's stomach. 

"I can always copy Pete's notes," Tony sighed, his chest still heaving. "But is there.. Can l." He gestured 
helplessly at Mike. "I'd really like to try that for myself, if." He swallowed, his already red cheeks flushing like a 
beacon. 

"Just about time for your next class," Mike smirked. "Wouldn't want to turn you into some kind of delinquent.” 
Tony hastily zipped his trousers and grabbed Mike by the wrist, tugging him towards the door and the hallway 


to the dormitories. "Shut up, missing one class won't kill me," he muttered, trying to conceal a grin as they 


broke into a run. 


